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and went up stairs and down again, through intricate
passages, till we got into the street, which was still
peopled with the ragamuffins who infest and burrow in
that part of Rome. We returned through an archway
and down the broad flight of steps into the piazza of
the Capitol; and from the extremity of it, just at the
head of the long descent, where Castor and Pollux and
the old mile-stones stand, we turned to the left, and
followed a somewhat winding way till we came into the
court-yard of a palace. This court-yard is bordered by
a parapet, leaning over which, we saw a sheer precipice
of the Tarpeian Rock, about the height of a four-story
house; not that the precipice was a bare face of rock,
but appeared to be cased in some sort of ancient stone-
work, through which the primeval rock, here and there,
looked grimly and doubtfully. Bright as the Roman
moonlight was, it could not show the front of wall, or
rock, so well as I should have liked to see it, but left
it in pretty much the same degree of dubiety and half-
knowledge, in which the antiquaries leave almost all
the Roman ruins. Perhaps this last precipice may have
been the traitors' leap; perhaps the one on which Miss
Bremer's garden verges; possibly, neither of the two.
At any rate, it was a good idea of the stern old Romans,
to fling political criminals down from the very height of
the Capitoline Hill, on which stood the temples and pub-
lic edifices, symbols of the institutions which they
sought to violate.

On the edge of the Tarpeian Rock, before we left the
court-yard of the palace, Miss Bremer bade us farewell,
kissing my wife most affectionately on each cheek, "be-
cause," she said, "you look so sweetly"; kissing Miss
Shepard too; and then turning towards myself. I was in
a state of some little tremor, not knowing what might
be about to befall me; but she merely pressed my hand,
and we parted, probably never to meet again, God
bless her good heart, and every inch of her little body,